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To the Righe Worſhipfull and 


Vertuous Gentleman, Mathew 
Saunders,Eſquire. 
W.H. wiſheth, with long life, a proſperous 
achicuement of his good defires, 


Rr; 4 I with great deſire apprehended 
aJlthe leaſt opportunity of manifeſting 
towards your worthy felfe my ſuxcere 
MlaffecFion,ſo ſhould Tbe very ſory to pre- 
| {ent any thing onto you, wherem 1 
ESL) /hould growe offenſme , or willingly 
breedyour leaft moleſtation: but theſe meditations being 
Diuine and Religious (9 vpon mine owne knowledpecor- 
reſpondent to your zealous inclination) emboldencd me to 
recommend them tc your view and cenſure , and therein 
to make kyowne mine owne entire -_—_ , 4nd ſernice= 
able loue towards you . Long hane th:y lien hidden in ob- 
ſearitie , and happily had newer ſeene the light , had not 8 
meerc accident conuayed them to my hands. But hawing 
ſeriouſly peruſed them, loath I was that any who are reli- 
giou(y atfetted ſhould be deprived of ſogreat a comfort us 
the dueconſuleration thereof may bring unto them. As for 
my ſelfe, Sir the knowledge you have Jon I hope will ex- 
euſe the coldneſſe and ſterilitie of my conceipts , who couct 
to il .'uſtrate my intire :ffett10 unto your wo;ſhip,by reall 
and approued attions,eferring my ſelfe wholly mn this 9 
all other my indenors, to your fauourable conftruttion, 
who fh.ll euer be of power , in the humbleſt 
ſeruices to command me. 


Your Worſhips rnfained affcionate, 
W.H. WT ts, 
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A Treatiſe of the houre of Death, 


the day of Iudgement, the paines 
of Hell,and the ioyes of Heauen. 


Of the houre of Death. 


Q H wretched man,which loueſtearthly things, 
Andto this world, haſt made thy felfea thrall, 
Whoſe ſhort delights,crernall forrow brings, 
\Vhoſe tweet in ſhow,in truth is bitter gall: 
Whotie pleaſures fade, ere ſcarcethey bepoſleſt, 
And grieuethem leaſt,that dothem moſt deteſt. 


Thou art not ſure,one moment forto liue, 
And at thy death,thou leaueſt all behind, 
Thy lands,and goods,no ſjuccour then can giue, 
Thy pleaſures paſt,are corſtues to thy mind. 
Thy worldly friends, can yeeld thee no relicfe, 
Thy greateſt ioyes, will prouethy greateſt griefe. 
3 ' 
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Of toe houre 


The tinie will come,when death willthee aſkulr, 
Concciueit rhen,as preſent forto be, 
Thar thou in time,maiſt ſecke to mend thy fault, 
And in thy ſelfe,thine ciror plainly ſee : 

I nagine now,thy courle is almoſt ſpent, 


And marke thy friends, how deeply they lament, 


wife doth howle,hir ſhrikes do pearſe the skies, 
Thy childrens teares,their forrowwes do bewray, 
Thy kinsfolke waile, and weepe with woftull cries, 
Yer mult thou die, and canſtno longer ſt1y : 
Lo here the ioyes,and treaſures of rl1y heart, 
Thy race is runne, from themthou mult depart. 


With paine thou lieſt, gaſpingnow for breath, 

Paſt hope of life, or hope of any good, 

Thy facepreſents,a lively forme of death, 

Thy heart becomes, all cold for want of blood- 
Tay noſtrils fall, and gaſpingrthou doſl lic, 
Thy loathſo.ne ſight,thy friends beginto flic. 
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CVE 
of Death. 


Thy voyce doth yee!d,a hoarſe and hollow ſound, 

Thy dying head,doth yeeld to deadly 1leepe, 

Thy lenſes all, with horror do abound, 

Thy feete do dye,and Jeath dotn vpward creepe : 
Thine cyes do ſtare, deepe ſhrunke into thy head, 
Thy iawes do fall,and ſhew thee almoſt dead. 


What docſt chou thinke, now all thy ſenſes faile, 
What doeſt thou ſiy,by ple..ſirehere is wonne, 
How doeſtthou now, thy paſſed life bewaile, 

How doeſt thou wiſh tny courſe were now to runne? 
What wouldſt thou do,thme ending life co faue, 
What woulditthou giue, for that thou canſtnot 

(haue 


Thy body now,muſt from thy ſoule deparr, 
Thy lands and goods,an other muſt poſleſle, 
Thy toyes arepaſt,on which thouſerr ft thy hearr, 
Thy panes to comezno creature can expreſſc: 
onow thefrute,and gaine of all thy ftane, 
Ttus life muſt end,andendlefle lite beginne. R 
Thy 


A HE 
Of t.3e Houre 


Thy former faults,are ſer beforethine eyes, 

And monſtrous thew, which ſeed before {0 ſmal, 

To twallow thee, Diſpaire inſecret lyes, 

And althy ſinnes, withterrorthee appall-(mourne, 
With tcalding fighes,they mnooue thee now to 
And torce thy foule,with ſorrow for to burne. 


Thouwaileſt now,the pleafingof thy will, 
T'nneill got goods,do makethee to lament, 
Thy vamedelights, with _ cheedo fit), ' 
T hy warton parts,thy cor.{cience do torment: +, 
Thy fweeteſt ſmnes, do bring thee bitter ſmart, = 
' Thy hainous faulrs,oppreſiethy dying heart. 


VV:th dreadfall-feare, they ſhake thy guiltie minde, 
Ad bemrto fight, with furiethee incloſe, 
In worldly wealth,no reſcuecanſt thou finde, 
B.it itundſt cnclotd,amidit hy morall foes: 
A thouſand dearhs, would ſeemea leſſer paine, 
Then this eſtate,in which thou doſtremaine. 
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of Death, 


No tongue,no pen,no creaturecan bewray, 

How all thy {innes,their teſtred rancour ſhove, 

How ſobbing ſighes , with ſorrowthee diſmay, 

How bluſtfing ſtormes, of griete begin toblow: . 
Thy ioyes are gone, which were thy God before, 
thy life 15 done,and (hall returne no more: 


Now heauen to win,no paines thou wouldſt refule, 

Nor ſpare thy good ,to calc thy wofull tate, 

Ot all thy ſinnes, thy lelfe rhoudoſtaccule, 

And callt for grace, which ſeldom's giuen folate: 
For ſinne thou diſt, while life and power did laſt, 
And lewueſt now, when power to linne 1s palt. 


Vat booterh it, thy lewdneſſe to lament, 
And leaue oft ſinne, when ſinne forſaketh thee, 
What canſt thou do,when all thy force is ſpent, 
Or will our Lord,with this appeaſcd be? -|, 
Thy lifethouled(t,in ſcruiceof his fo, 
And ſerueſthim,when life thou muſt forgo. 


EC onto bes, 
Of the hogre 


Then had-I-wiſt, with ſorrow thou doelt ſay, 
Bur after-wus,repe.tance cuer breed, 
The houre is come,thy debt rhou now muſt Pays 
Andyce'dro death, when lite thou moſt docſt necd : 
Thy breath is ſtopt,in twinkling of an eye, 
Thy body dead,in vgly formedoth lye. 


Thy carcaſe now, like carrion men do ſhunne, 

Thy friend; do haft,thy b.riall roprocure, 

Thy ſ:ruants ſeeke,away from thee to runne, 

Thy loathfome ſte:xch,no creature can endure : 
And they which tooke, intheerheir moſtdelight, 
Do hatethee moſt, and m oſt abhorre thy fight, 


Thy fleſh ſhall ſerue, for vermin as apray, 

For pampering which, both ſea & land was ſought, 

Thy body mufſt,cranſtormed be toclay, 

For whoſe delig'n,fuch coſtly clothes were boug'ns 

Thy pride 1nduſt, thy glory in the graue, 

Thy fcth tn-cani,an cndingnow ſhall have. 
Behold 
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of Death. 


Beholdthe place,in which thou muſt abide, 

Is loathſome, darke,vnſweet,and very ſtraight, 

With rotten bones, beſet on euery ſide, 

And crawling wormes to feed on thee do waite: | 
Ohaid n, Hove” vile and hatcfull place, 
Where earth and filth, thy carcaſe muſt imbrace. 


O wretched ſtate, O moſt vnhappy man, 

Yer were it well,if nothing were behinde, 

If all mig end,as here it firſt began, 

Some hope there were,an ending for to finde : 
For then as God,ot nothing didthee frame, 
By courſe agaire,thou ſhouldſt become the ſame.. 


Of the day of Iudgement. 


Vr line thou muſt, a thouſand deaths to die, 
4I And dying ſt1,ver neuer wv holy dead, 
Thoumu i appeare, before the Iudge on hie, 
Andhauereward,as thou thy life haſt lead : 
Thetimeis come,thoucanſt 0 longer ſtay, 
TheIudyge is fer,and bootlefle 1s delay. 


Behold 
%e ?; : ( 
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Of the Day 


Behold his power, whome here thou didſt offend, 

For vaine delights, whicl: were but mcere deccipt, 

Bchold on him, how Angels do attend, 

Andallthart hoaſt, doth for thy comming waight: 
Behold tus throne, oof glory inthe skies, 

And markehow wrath,dothſparkle in his cycs. 


Lothis is he,which every thing did make, 
Whom heaven & earth,do praiſe both night &day, 
Lo heere thelooke,at which th'Angels quake, 
Lo herethe Lord, whom all things do obey: 

His wil is law,and none can it withſtand, 

His wrathconſumes,and killeth our of haud.. 


O wretched foule,how may his wrath be borne? 

Or can a wormeg his fury now abide? _ 

Th Angels al,do laugh thy ſinnes to ſcore, 

They hare thy finne,and loath thee for tliy pride?- 
They ſhine with beames , farre brighter then the 


And calto God,that iuſtice may be done.(ſunne, 
Each 
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of Iudgement. 


Each creature cries,that puniſht thou maiſt be, 
Whom inthy life, thou lewdly didſt abuſe, 
Both heauenandearth,are foesprofeſtto thee, 
Andallthy thoughts,of finne do thee accuſe : 
Thy words & deeds,againſt theenow are brought 
& all the faults, which ſinne inthee hathwrought, 


Thou cited art,a iuſt accompt to make, 

How farre thou ſougheſt,thy ſelfe for to deny, 

How allthy lands,and wealth thou didſtbeſtow, 

And withthy good,thy brothers need ſupplie: 
VVhar carethou hadſt, thy makers nameto praiſe, 
VVhat paines thou tookſl,to walkeinall his waics, 


The Indge doth aske, how all thy time was ſpent, 

Iffrom offtence,thy ſenſes thoudidſtkeepe, 

If in thy ſoule,choutruly didftlament, 

And for thy ſines,with harry forrow weepe : 
Itthoulus feure. didſt fer betore cthingzeyes, 


Andforhis louc,all worldly toyes delpulc. : 
" C 
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If of thy foes, renengethou haſtnot ſought, 
If ro thy friexds, thouncuer wert vnkinde, 
If carehly ,thou cuer ſcrſt arnought, 
If ſecret hate,thou keepft nor in thy minde: 
It rhou alike, didt - and forrow take, 
- And withtiyheart,allcarnall luſt forlake, 


Thy thoughts and words,the hidge doth open lay, 
And askethnow,a iuft accompr otall, 

Andthow thou didſt,his motiues here obay, 

And for his grace,with carneſt teruor call : 

- Tfall thy Gee: earthrthou leadſtvpright, 

- Ardin his lowc,didſtfarlc thy delight. 


What canſtthou plead, thy lewdneſlc toexcule? | 
Vhentruth ſhall proue,in all chou didſt offend, | 
The Iudgeis iuſt,thou canſtnor him refuſe, 
Thy cauſe is nortght,thoucanſtnot ic defend : 

To hope for helpe,(alas):t is but vaine, 

The time is paſt,no grace thoucankt obraine, | 
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of Indpement. 


Or Lord doth ſay,how couldſt thou vſe me {o > 
S'th I :othee,both ſoule ard bolly gaue, 
How darſt tho ſeeke,toferuemy morill foe > 
S:rh I 4.d dye,thy ſoulc from death to ſave : 

I 2aucthee all, andine thou didſt dereſt, 

Hz guethee noug!t 7a wholy thee poſichh. 


Thy lands ard goods,d'd from my goodneſſe flow, 
Thy ficth and bones, I did of notiung frame, 
Boch wealth and witte, I 1d onthee beſtow, 
Aad gauethee all,*o pta.ſe ny holy name : 
Yer withthemn all,cou didſt againſtme fight, 
Aud fledſtto lum, that beares me moſt delpight, 


VVher: I did ſpeake,thou ſcemedſt deafe anddumbe, 
Whea he did call, thou mad'ſt hun anſwer ſtraight, 
He :1cuer (taide,but in did quickly come, 
And I wit;:out nforced wasto waite: 

O thankleſſe wretch,thou me ſhak ſeeno more, 


Burt d.. ell with him,that hadthy heart before. 
| Thou 
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Of the day 


Thou ſhak with him, for euermore remaine, 
To whointhy ſelfe, forpleaſucechou haſt ſold, 
His wilthou wroughtſt, & minechou didſi difdaing, 
His right thou art, Icanthee not withhold : 
Thine owne deligats, haue made thee his to be, 
The choice was thine,no wrong is done to thee. 


= eng Then comes the dine}, and to our Lord doth ſay, 
=— 0 righteous I1dge,this wretch I ought to hauc, 
thedayof For in is hfe, he vw ould not thee 0bay, 
wdgment. Bt with his heart, himſelfe to me he gaue: 
My precepts were, his practiſe day and night, 
And merto pleaſe, he made his whole delight. 


Himſelfe he vow'd, to ſerue me all his dayes, 
His eyes were fixd,vpon my councell ſtil], 
His feete were bent,to wake in all my waies, 
His heart was ſer, fortoperforme my will : 
His life and lands;I drew him on to ſpend, 
In doing that, which might thee moſt offend. 
Thy 
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of Tudgement. 
Thy power he ſcornde,and quite refuſd thy grace, 
Thy bitter paines,he batuſht from his eyes, 
Thy prerious bloud, he neuer would imbrace, 
Thy grieuous wounds, he lewdly did deſpite : 
Thy threats for finnezhe reckon'd as a ieft, 
Thy words and will,nall he dig deteſt, 


_ 


Thy endleſle ioyes,he ſeemed ro diſdaine, 
And followed that,in which he found delight, 
In {eruingthee, he tooke nat any paine, 
Bur allthy lone, with hate he did require: 
\\ hat reaſon now,thy glory he ſhould ſee, 
Ot which he ſeem'd,ſo caicleſle for to be? 


S 


Thou didſt him make,and on him alt beſtowe, 

I nothing gaue,nor hjmto being brought, 

Yer thee he left,to whom helauedid owe, 

And mehe ſeru'd, who neuer gaue him ought : 
W hat wouldſtthou more, thou v{cſi none to 
And heto me,iniuſtice doth belong. (wrong, 


Fer oro iaeiony 
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Of the day p 


ml Behold O foule, how God datiithee refirſe; + 
refaſed of And how his fo,dath claimethee as his owne, 
God, Thy canſcicace dothyw:ititcirourthee accule, 
And reapethou m:1{t,as thou before haſt ſowne: 
The Lard of Lords,duth thee condemneto lie, 
ln cadleſſe ames, where luingthou cmwſ die. 


O wretched ſoule, what ſhall becameof thee ? 
What greatcrpaine,can any heart dewſc? 
Yer worle there is,if worſe then ic inay be, | - 
Thy body naat;to iudgemear ſhortly riſe : 
And both atike,in hell muſtſuffer ſmart, 
A; both on earth, in ſinue had equall part,” 


The Ggnes' All ſinners faine, would ſhunne this dreadfull day, 
before <# And wiſhir were, without their perill paſt, 
Gail] The feare alone, muſt necd; rhe heart diſmay, 
The ſine appeare,and on 1t com neth faſt : 
B:hoidrhc tunne, is darke thar ſhined bright, 


The Scarres d> fall,che Moone hath loſt her light. 
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Behold how men, are waſted quite with wo, 
Andcannot fiade, a harbournow of reſt, 
Behold on e2rth, howſeniclefle they do go, - 
Their faces pale,their hearts with feare oppreſt: / 
Beholdeach where, how beaſts with terror crie, 
And markchow men,already ſecne ta dic, 


Behold how bloud,thetrees and branches ſwear, 
And how eachthing,dothtremblefeare andquake, 
B-'191d the (ca,againſtthe land dath beat, 
A: d roaring lov.d,doth force lie carth to ſhake : 
 Hertiging mount, with ſwelling tury ſhowes, 
. Andonthe land, hirftih ſhe foamingthrow'ss., 


The clowdes like fmoake,do variiſhin the skies, 

Tie mountames moue,the cath doth open wide, 

And bluſtaring wuds, with it mie ard rempeſtriſe, 

The ſtouteſt kearrs,zheir faces ſeoke to-lude - 

* Bothrich andpoore, from cxtics noware fled, 
Audall in caues,do runne to ſhroud their head. 
| Each 
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O/ the day 


Each liuing thing,for helpe doth cry and call, _ 

The ſauage beaſt;,vnto the citties flie, 

The earthdoth quake, the loftieftrowers fall, 

And beaſts remaine, where men were wont to lie * 
The courſe begins,of nature here to faile, 
The keau'ns do mourne,8& al things els do waile. 


The Angell lowd, his dreadfull trumpet ſounds, 
And ſommons all, that cuer life poſleſt, 
The earth with wo,and terror all abounds, < 
The dead ariſe,that long haue licn at reſt : 
Both quicke and dead,afſenbled round do ſtund, 
And waire his will , whoſe comming is at hand, 


Behold how lowe, both heauen & earth doth bow, 
Aad proſtrate all, his ftauour do deſire, 
B :hold how Chriſt,in glory cominerl1 now, 
Adin the aire,appeaes a ſea of fire: 
T:rexrth for te ire,d:h trenble ar his ſight, 
The ſea's dried vp,the hils are melted quite. 
The 
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of Iudgement. 


The hardeſt rocks, are turned into duſt, 
H.s furious wrath,no creature can abide, 
* Theirpaines were {weet, which now areproued iuff, 
Andnecd nor ſeeke, in comers them to hude : 
O.:r Lord rewards, where goodneſle hedorh find, 
Thrite happy chey,whuch haue a guileleſſe mindes 


O curſed ſoule,how artthou drownd in care, 
VWienall chis ſightis ſer before thine eyes, 

Thy paſſing fteare,no writing can declare, 

Thy body darke, like death doth ſeeme to riſe : 

| Thy hope is paſt,for caſing of thy (marr, 

Thy {innes are pricks , to wound thy dying heart. 


| Behold howthou,no fauour here canſt get, 
Nor from thy foes, by any meanes eſcape, 
On right handthart,with all thy ſinnes beler, 
Beneath thee hel],to ſ\vallow thee doth gape : 
The fearetull fiends,vponthy left hand trowne, 


Andlicin waite,to caſtthee head-long down. 
Aboue 


D 


theday 


Aboue thee ſtts,th __ cnflan'd withrage, 
Whom in thy life,thou lewdly didſt offend, 
No meanes thou haft,his.wrarh for to aſſwage, 
His browes he doth, with angrie tury bend : 
Andallthe finnes, of men he row repear, 
Which maketh.then, his indignation great. 


Withinchee gnawes,thy conſcience voideof grace, 
And all che 1ll,ro which thoudidſt conſent, 
Wihour thee open, bookes declare thy ca'c, 
Which damn'drthou doeſt, with bitter griete lamet : 
On cuery {ide,the world doth thee attright, 
Which terror ſhew's, & flamesaliburning brig. 


If forward now, thou takeſt on thy way, 
Thou headlong doett, vnto thy ruine runne, 
The divell doth watch,thy comming back to ſtay, 
No meineis left,miſtortune for to ſhumne, 
What wilt thou do,inuiron'd thus with wo? 
For neither back,nor forward canſtthou go. 
O wret- 
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of Indgement. 


O wretched man, how heauie is ehy heart > 

How doeſtrhou wiſh, for that which cannot be? 

How doeſt thou {igh,and quake in cuery part? 

Howmuſtthy friends,bsſcucred now from thee? 
Repleare with joy, in gory they ſhall reigne, 
And full ef fone r01ment muſt ſuſteine. 


Of the paines of Hell. 


T Iudges words,arelike a burning fire, 

Which waſtethall, it commeth to imbrace, 

It booteth not, his wiſtice to require, 

The time 1s paſt, of calling now for grace: 
Behold the ludge,doth thee condemneto hell, 
Where thouin paine,for ſinne ſhak euer dwell, 


O dolefull words, O moſtvahappy wight, 
Tl;y head to hide, for mountaines thou doeſt call, 
Thy tuture paines,are preſent in thy lat, 
Thou curſeſt now,the cauſers of thy fall : 
Thy birth andlite,roo laterhou doeſtrepent, 
Thou waileſt both, bur doeſt in vaine lament. 
D 2 No 
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Of tbe paines 


No tonguethat paine, no creature can expreſſc, 
Thoſe deadly griefes , which alwaies thou ſhalt taſt, 
The longet time,thy comfort is the leſſe, 
Thy hopedecayes,thy ſonows neuer waſlt : 
Ol bitter ſweer, which carthly pleaſures breed, 
This liuing death,all torments doth exceed. 


Thy waneon eyes,thoſe helliſh monſters ſee, 
VWnoſe bloudy mindes,thy ruine did confpire,. * 
Whoſeneelings ſeeme, like lightinings forto be, 
Who'e vglie mouth,dochcaſt out flaines of fire : 
hoſe noſtrils ſmoake, whoſe eies are:glowing red, 


whoſe whole delight,by others {marr is bred. 


Thy wretched cares, which harkened vnto les, 
May heare how fiznds,do rage with great deſpiglt, 
No voice is there, but ſhrikes and hideous cries, 
Winch ableare,the ſtouteſtheart raffright: (waile, 
Where ſomeblaſpheme,and ſome their ſtates be- 
Where others curſle, and neue ceaſe to raile. 
Tay 


TEL ATT IT DIE: 


of Hell. 


Thy dainty noſe, which had perfumes eachday, 

A loathſome ſtench,for cucr muſt abide, 

Which riſeth vp, from damned bodies aye, 

T hat heaped there,doe ſmell on cuery ſide: 
Lo here the ſweer,thy ſmelling to content, 
No worldly thing,can yeeld fo foul a ſent. 


Thy curious taſte,doth hunger now ſuſtaine, 
Whichdid in meate, ſuch rare deuwſes craue, 
With burning thirſt, thou ſuftereſt grieuous paine, 
Andyetto coole,no water canſtthou haue : 

No drop is there,thy thirſting forto eaſe, 

Nor hope of helpc,that may thy gnete appeaſe. 


Thy feeling yet, the greateſt paine doth beare, 
When firie flames,doall thy parts torment, 

And ſhwuering cold,thou alſo fmdeſt there, 

With gnaſhmg teeth, that makes thee to lament : 


Thy teares with heate, in ftreames aredai}y ſhed, 


f 


Thy teeth with cold,do charter in thy head. 
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#, Of the paines 


\ 


— 


If for a while,no creature can indure, 

Incarthly fice,one member for to be, . 

What torment do,thy paſlcd toyes procure, 

In endlefſe flames, thy body tor to ce ? 
vhatgriefe, what paine,whar ſorrow may it breed, 


w hich doth our carthly flames,fo farre exceed ? 


' Thediuels with flouts,do laugh theenow to ſcorne, 
Thy fleſh and banes,a {under they doteare : 
Thy curſed {inne,with cruell whip 1s turne, 
Thy wofull hearr,1is filled full with feare : 
With inward wo,thy ſoule1s ſore oppreſt, 
With outward painegthy body finds no relt. 


Thy torments ſtrange,doebieed thee birter griefe, 
Whichreſts inthy, imagination ſbill, 
. Thy o'wne concert, which now ſhould yecld relecte, 
Doth labour more, with ſorrow theerto fill - 
Thouthink'ſt on that, thou wouldeſt moſt eſchew, 
gricfe dothy thoughts, & thoughts thy grief _ 
1 
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Thy memory now, recalles vnto thy minde, 
The ſhort deligihn,ofall thy pleaſurepaſt, 
It wounds thy heart, theſe paines for them to finde, 
Which gricuous arc,and (hall for cuer laſt : 
Thy deſperate caſe,no comfort can obtaine, 
Thy paſſed wyes,increaſe thy pretfent paiae. 


Thy vnderſtanding, doth thy miſery ſhew, 
And rellerth thee, thou art m Sathans iawes, 
For ſhordelights,rhy lofſe it makes thee know, 
Andi thy foule, the worme of con'cience gnawes : 
Thoſe fading ioyes, in rage thou doeſtdefie, 
And indiſpatte,they make thee thus to cries 


My former ioy,a ſhadow was indeed, 
VWhucl: did not laſt, but paſſed quite away, 
My preſent paine,all meaſure doth exceed, 
No wit,no arte,my torments can bewray : 
A rimethere was,true bliſſe for to obtaine, 
But time's now paſt,and Jabour's now in _— 
CUI- 


Of the patnes 


_— Ocurſedtime,in which I time forſooke, 
—_ m Alitclepaine, had ridde me of this wo, 
* _ Ocuwſedioyes, in which I pleaſuretooke, 
For pleaſingyou,all pleaf:re I forgo: 
And here inhell, cach kindeof paine I finde, 


Which waſtes my fleſh, and wounds my wofull 
(minde. 


If 1 my ſinnes, with ſorrow had confeſt, 

They hadto m2,beenecleane remitted all, 

In ſteed of griete,I glorichad poſleſt, 

If I for grace,had beat my mindeto call: 
Ocurſed wretch,that for ſo ſmall a paine, 
Refuſing bliſſe, introrments muſt remaine. 


_ The greateſt ioyes,that do on earth abound, 
. Canin the worlkd,not yeeld ſo much delight, 
\As here by paine,is in onemo:ment found, 
Whote blaine wo,is preſent ſtill in fight : | 
VVihat frenſiethen,hewitcht my wretched hearr, 
For fained joyes,to ſuffer endleſſe {marr. 


PR pubs 
of Hell, 


My parents were,the cauſers ofmy wo, 

 Andallthe meat,on which I cuer ted, 

My carnall life, hath proued my greateſt fo, 

Andvato me,this miterie now hath bred: 
Accuſt beall. that hatiumy rune wrought, 
Aud cuery meane,which meto lwing brought, 


Thriſe happy they,on earth that neuer were, 
Their ſtite 15s bleſt, whichneuer come rokue, 
O b'efled wombs,that children neuer beare, 
O happy breſts,thatneuer ſuck did giue : 
O deadly paine,O moſt vahapp place, 
Ocurled wretch, whom all mii imbrace. 
» of 
Let's heare thy plaints,in this infernall place, 
VWhere S-orpions ſting,& Snakes do thee rorment, 
Where haminers beatzand diuels do raarmg make, 
Wheic hope is paſt, and damned foules kment : 
Where wor nes doeraule, &vgly ſerpents creepe 
where paines abod4, & ſorrows makethec weep. 


Againſt - 
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Of the paines 


Againſtour Lord,thou rageſt withdeſpight, 
And him thou docſt,with curſing words defic, 
Thou barred art,for ſeeing any light, 
And while he liues,thou muſt for cuer dic: 
L5 herethe fruite,which earthly pleaſures bring, 
Thy paines agree,in. meaſure with thy {inne. 


Thy ſweerdelights,are cometo woand wrack, 

Thy happie ſtate,into a wretched caſe, 

Thy grecdy minde,is anſwered here with lack, 

Thy lecherous armes, do vglie fiends imbrace : 
Thy vexed foule, now howles for deadly paine, 
Thy heauic heart, doth fufter much diſdaine. 


Thou fmdeſt fnart,j11 ſiced of pleaſant game, 
dainty wines,areturn'd to bitter gall, 
Thy coſtly cloathes, are chang'd to burning flame, 
Thy loftie pride, hath now a loathlome fall : 
* Thounothinghaſt, which may afford thee caſe, 
And feclcſt all,thar may thee molt dilpleate. 


CORR | 


Yetchieflie one, which all doth farre exceed, 
And as ttis,noneri ghtly can cltcame, 
Ir greeues thee moſt , aud makes thy heart to bleed, 
And ioynde with it,theother nothing ſeeme: 

Then iadge what paine;this torture bringstothee 
- Wheamatchtoit,all, nothing ſcemes to bee. 


Thy ſenſes feele,for euery ſinne a paine, 

So rated there,as here thou took | delighe, 

Aud now for that, our Lord thou didſt diſdaine, 

Thou baniſhr art, for euer from his ſight: 
Thepaineof ſenſe, ſmall rorment thoudoeſt finde, 
Whenthouthis loſſc,docſ call into thy minde. 


O grievous loſle, which cannot be expreſt, 

O cauſe of griete, and pring of deadly wo, 

Thy toule hath loſt,the center of herreſt, 

Thy hope,thy health, thy life,thou mult forgo : 
Nopaine,norloflc, with this we may compare, 
It paſſerhall,and none it can declare. 
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From hope of ioyes,this is an endleſſe barre, 

And greateſtplague, which Gd on finne beltowes, 

Compard with this,all corments pleaſant are, 

And all thy woes,un caltc burthen ſhowes : 
Thebmerſt paines,ſeemerrifles in thine eyes, 
Cmpar'd with this,the flames thou doſtdeſpilc. 


What wo, what paine, what {mart can berehearſt> 
Vhat wanteth now,onthee for to be laid ? 

With {words of grete,thy heart is daily pearſt, 
With dreadfull feares,thy conſcience 1s diimaide : 
Thy ſoule hach loſt, what molt ſhe doth delice, 

Thy body burnes,in flames of endieſſe fire. 


And if thy paine,an ending might obraine, 
VWhenyeares there were,as many thouſands runne, 
As onthe earth, hauc lig ued drops of.raine, 

Since fi ſtofall,this wrerche4 world begunne: 
Some helpe this hope,m' git bring vuto thy mind, 
When hope were lcaſt,an end ar laſt co fiade. 
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But of themall, no eaſe nor end thou haſt, 
Whicliin = ſoule,ſome comfort might procure, 
Notime will helpe,thy forrowes for to vaſt, 
VVhile Gods God, thy torments ſhall indure: 
Thepaine in truth, is morethen can berold, 
The fight inthought,no creature can behold, 


O dying life,O hell of endleſſe (mart, 

Vhich nature hates,ard all things do deteſt, 

Oliuingdeath,no litenor death thau art, 

For death hath end,and life hath ſomtimes reſt : 
The \orſt of both, our Lord hath pur in thee, 
Thar neither reſt,nor cud might cuer be. 


Of the toyes of Heauen. 


O damned foule,w hy doeſtthou roare and crie? 

Vhart deadly griefes,thee daily do oppreſle? 

Bur lift a while,thy curſed eyes on hyc, 

A:d ſee what wyes,the bleſſed there poſlefile : 
Thatby the ſight,thy tormencs may increaſe, 
Aud torthy life, thy ſorrowes neuer ceale, Pay 

n 
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And firſtbehold,the beauty of theplace, 
Where all the Saints, with Chriſt in glory raigne, 
Whar peeceis there,that's mixed with diſgrace, 
\Viereitis frec, from taſte of any painc ? 

Where great rewards,attend on good deſerts, 
 Andalldcligin,poſlefſcrh fairhfall hearts. 


/ 


O wicked wretchthis Citty now behold, 

Which doth ſurpaſſe,the reach of any thou ge, 

The gates arepearle, the ftrecres of fr1eſt gold, 

With precious ſtones,the walls are wholy wrought: 
Of Sunneor Moone,it neederhnot the light, 
For cuerthere,the Sunneis ſhining brighe, 


” 
» 


And from his ſeat, a Chriſtall river flowes, 
Wherelife doth runne,and pleaſure alwaies ſprings, 
On cither ſ1de,a tree ot comfort growes, 
Which faunng heakh,to cuery nation brings : 

It worketh reſt, and ſtinteth worldly ſtrife, 

Ir killeth death,aad bringeh ecndleſle life. 
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This goodly place,all beauty doth ſurmounc | 
Andallthis world,in largeneſſe paſſeth farrs, 
The earth it ſelfe, for bigneſle in account, 
Not equall is,vntothe ſmalleſt flarre : 
O worthy place, whoſe glory doth excel], 
Thriſe happy they,thar ns attaine to dv ell. 


No Saint ts here, but brighter ſcemes to be, 
Then Sunne or Moone , whoſe brightneſſe wonder 
What glory then, ſo many Saints to ſee? (breed, 
Vhich all the ſtarres,in number farre exceed: 

O glorious place,w here glory doth abound, 

O bleſſed ſtare, where bliſſe is alwaies found. 


Arch-Angels are,but vnder ſeruants here, 

And Angels doe, their makers will obay, 

The powers with ioy,in triumph dv appeare, 

The vertues ſhune, the thrones theur heames diſplay: 
The Cherubmes,dovee'd a glorious ſight, 
The Seraphines, with loue are burung bright. 
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Tic Parriarches here, haue ioy for all cheir paine, 
True P:Sphers are, with endleſle glory bleſt, 
The holy Martyrs, worthy crownes obtaine, 
The godly finde,a heauen of happy reſt: 
To all their ioyes,m glory they are met, 
And now poſleſſe, what long they {ougit to get. 


Theſe ſacred Saints,remainein perfe& peace, 

W hich Chriſt confeſt, and walked inhis wayes, 

They ſwim in bliſſe, which now ſhall never ceaſe, 

And ſinging all, his name for euer praiſe: 
Before his throne, in white they daily ſtand, 
Andcarry palmes of triumph in their hand. 


Each intheirorder,ſeemlic to behold, 
Are plac'd, by thar all-ruling power dine; 
Bir how diſbnguiſh'd,is not to be told; 
For all as different ſtarrces in glory ſhine. 
The mandf*1 »ns arc, for greater, and tor lefſe - 
Waere all of ioy,the perfeR ſtaepolleſſe. 


The 
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The rwcelue Apoſtles,carſt held as a ſcome, 

Who here below,left all,to beare the croſle, 

Exalted are,the high heauens to adorne, 

And rule with Chriſt, forwhom they fuffered fofle, . 
Vpon twelue thrones, they now in glory ſitte z 
And wdgethe tribes,as teacheth holy wrate. 


— =_ — — > — 
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Abouethem all,and in an higherthrone, 

Our Saujour in, his man-hood ſitreth here, 

From whom proceeds all perfe ioy alone, 

And inthis w nay” glory doth appeare: 
"The Saints delight, conceiued cannot be, 
'Wheathey a man, the Lord of Angels ſee. 


They rauiſht are, with ioy in feeing this, # 

How Chriſt our Lord,the chiefeſtplace obtaines, 

They now behold,the ſea of cndleſſe bliſſe, 

Aid ioy to marke,how he in triumph raignes . 
What vnto men, more honour canbefall, ' 
Then here to ſee,a man the head of all? 
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More ioy itycelds,then any can deuiſe, 
' And greatcr bliſle,then can tn word be told, 
His pearcingbeames, do dazell all heir eyes, 
7 Hts brigatqeſle ſcarce, the Angels-can behold: 
"The Saints inhim,their wiſhed comfort finde, 
And now enioy,what moſt contents theirminde. 
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| Tothinke on this, it paſſcth humane wit, 
Themore we thinke,the lefle we come to know, 
He doth vpon, his fathers right hand fir, 
And all the Saints their humble ſeruice ſhow: 
His fight to them, doth cndleſie comfort bring, 
And they ro him, all praiſe tor cuer (ing. 


, Oworthyplace,where ſuch a Lord is chiefe, 
O odour Lord, which princely ſeruants keepes, 
O happy Saints, which neucrtaſt of griefc, 
- Oble:dſtue,where malice cuer flecpes: 
N 3oneis here, of baſe or mcanedegree, 
Bur afl are knowne, the ſonnes of God to bee. 
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Wharhigherplace, can any Prince attaine, 
Then to beſonne,to him which rules abouc? 
This ſtate is no wayes vw to di.daine, 


Bur in their mmdes like brethern they docloue: 
No place is left, for any hate or feare, 
But hore they all, one hean and foule do bcare. 


O happy peace, where diſcord nener fights, 
Thc toyes of a!l,are found in every breaſt, 
Foreach as much,in others ioyes delights, 
As italone,it in him'elfe did reſt: 
[1 all their ioyes,no difference is there knowne, 
For each accomprs,them all to be his owne, 


And thoſe they taſt, wherewithour Lord aboimds, 

And as theyrowne, hus glory do they take, 

Vato rhemſclues, by vnion it redounds, 

And all his ioyes, their glory perfe& make: 
So faſt are knit; the members to the head, 
As ouer them his ioy is wholly ſpread. 
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What ioy is left, which here they doe nor finde ? 
Whar greater bliſle, what plex/ure may be more? 
What comfort may, conceiued be in minde 2; 
Which hathnat beene, recited here before. 
Yer one delight, behindeas yet remaines, . 
' __ Whichone 1sall,andallin u containes. 


They face to facedoe God Almightie ſee, 
Andall in him,as in aperfed glafle : 
No good there is,buthere is found to be, . 
And all delights, his viſage doth ſurpaſſe : 
Each ſiglx doth yeeld,the heart all perfe reft, 
Becauſe no good,withaut himis paſicſt, 


He preſenc,paſt,all itturethings doth ſhow, 
And therefore reſt,their vnderſtanding heare, 
There's nothing needfull, but in him ; an know, 
Aud to theit eyes, it plamly doth appeare : 
—_ now obtaine, what longrthey ſoug/r to get, 
Andall their thoughts, are wholy on himier. 
Their 
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Their will doth laſt,jn louing of this ſight, 
In which conliſt; all goodthat can be thought, 
They here haue fix'd, their loue and whole delight 
And nener will, trom louing this be brought: 
For here all good, and goodnelſe doth abound, 
And neuer can,without this good be found. 


2 


There whole deſtre,from hence duthneuer part, 

Bur ſerled here,tor cuer doth abide, 

This ſiglt doth fall,the inouth of cuery heart, 

Andnothing leaucs, for them to wiſh beſide : 
Without deftre,delire,content remaines, 
Aad her defire,with full delight obtames. 


Thete faith beholdsher beſt beloued gueſt, 
And her beicefe,this ſight doth here fulfill, 
There conſtant hope, ner hope hath now poſleſt, 
And him emoyes,tor whom ſhe hoped ſtill: 
There charitic,not perfect full before, 
To pettect ſtare, this viſion doth reſtore. 


a 
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O gl>rio1s ſight, O {unne ofcndles b'iſle, 

VV. cine weares,nor ſeem2:h forto fade, 

VVho euer {aww, fo taire a f1 227 as this? 

AV 1a: mr betionght.that my not here be had? 
T:ey Luc in toy, vhicinoy thallneter waſt, 
Wo cacr did, ſuc 1 1opes of comfort taſte? 


They herepoſT:Te, wit may content them m oft, 
Al ng wan, whic't pertetblfſe my bring, 
With a!) delight, here breathes the holy G1oſt, 
VW ucaalwayes mikes,a treſh 214 endleſT: {pring? 
No day is there,n? morning, no512,10r night, 


But cuer one,and alwayes ſhiung brigit. 


O 5!cſſzd ioyes, witch all theſe foules poſſeſſe, 

O happy fruice, wiaich Chriſt torchem hath wonne, 

Anim degree, the bolics findeno lefle, 

Bu: (hins with bean2s, tarre b-ig'ter then the ſur- 
Not lubieft more, to fickne!le, gciefe,or paine, | 
La glory aow,umnn >tall they remaiae, 


And 
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Andperfectioyes,cach ſenſe inpriuate findes, 
| Their eyes behold, that ye glorious fight, 
| \Wherenothung wants, forto content their mindes, 
And all tlungs are, which may their eycs delight. 
Their eares are fed, v.ith hearing [weeteſt jounds, 
Andthem to pleate, almuſicke here abounds. 


From ſongs of praiſe, the Saints no moment ſpare 

Noteares are ſ{cene,nor any eye to weepe, 

But in this place, the muſicke is ſo rare, 

As halfe a found, would bring all hears aſleepe. 
And cuery ſenſe, a proper pleaſure takes, 
Which ioyi'd in one, their glory perte makes, 


ys 
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No eve hath ſeene, what ioy the Saints obtaine, 
Nor cares haue heard, v hat comforts are poſleſt, 
No heart canthinke,in what delight they raigne, 
1 Nor pen expreſle,this happy pour of reſt 

Where pleaſures flowe,and gtiefe 15 neuer ſcene, 
Where goodabounds, and ill is baniſhecleene. 
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Andoof theſe ioyes,no creature end ſhall ſee, 
The longer time,thef{ .vectet rney doc thy'v, 
Whules God endures,they ended cannot be, 
And ncuer waſt:,bur alwayes ſec ne to grow : 
When worlds are worne, & m my millions paſt, 


They new begin,and ſhall for cuer laſt. 


R | 
O ſear of ioy, where endleſle ioy remaines, 
O heauen of bliſſe, wherenone do ſuffer wrack 
O happy houſe, which all delight containes, 
O bleſl:d tire, which neuer Exleth lack. 
O 959\dly tree, which fruites doth cuer beare, 
O quiet ſtate, which dangers necd nor fearc., 


O mixrure pure, which baſeſt droſſe refines, 
O pleaſant place, which onely comfort brings, 
O toyfull ſunae, where glory alwayes ſhines, 
O tertill ſorle, where pleaturealwaies ſprings : 
O glorious ſoules,O bodies highly bleſt, 
O icaof good,and of all good the belt. 
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O damned vretch, thethought of this alone, A j 
Oppreſleth thee, withheapes of deadly care, _ 
And ſighing now,in ſpiritthou do'ſt grone, at  * 
When with their bliſle, thy woe thou do'ſt compare: 

Thy grieuous loſſe,doth grudgthy wretched hean, 

And it with griefe , redoubles all thy ſinart. 


Ifall the world, by conqueſt thou hadſtwonne, 
Artnflenow, thou thinkeſtallto giue, 

" Thatontheearth, thy race were not begonne, 
And thou againe, were ſuffered here w__ 


An other courſe,thou would'ſtthen vndertake, 
And ſeruing god, thy carrall luſts forſake. 


The ſtraighteſt life,no paines thou would'lt cſteeme, 
Thy praying would, a paſſing ioy appeare, 
Tiy faſting oft, notrouble then would ſecme, 
Nor any giicte, the hardeſttorment here: 
A 19y thou would'ſt, accomprt the greateſt paine, 
1 o ſcape from hell, and endles bliſle obraine. 
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Thenmuvſtl call, O wrerched manto thee, 
, Andend where fiſt, I d:d beginneto wrue, 
: Thatallthcſe ioyes,and paines, which thou doſt ſer, 
My mouethy minde, to leade thy life arighte: 
Thy hart will melt, rorunke vppon thy caſe, 
It there be left, but halte a ſparke of grace. 


Thou findeſthere, what thou wile wiſh at laſt, 

Aad that accompr, v hich none can cuer ſhunne, 

Thentramethy hte, before thetime bepaſt, 

As thouwilt wuh, that thou in time hadſt done : 
Leaſitho:rm vaine,doſt waile thy wretched ſtate, 
Whentvne is paſt,and wailing comes too late, 


FINIS. 
NIS 3 


EN ATA RATE 


